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He\‘s bl.. He\'s Beautiful... And He\'s Mine 


Author's Notes: 
| thought Neil deserved a birthday fic, so | wrote him one! This is in the same universe as Syncopations, Old 
Whisky and Warm Leather, Fine Wine and Worn Flannel, and Bella Tuscany, for anyone keeping score. 


My husband and | eat in silence. | don't take it personally now, but it took me a long time to get used to his 
need for quiet, just like it took me a long time to get used to lots of things about him. Wanting to spend his 
birthday like this, for instance -- the two of us, at home, alone, nothing fancy or extravagant. That's so not 
how | would play it. | don't necessarily want a big fuss made on my birthday, but | do at least want to go out 
for a nice dinner following a day of sex and of being Undisputed King of the House. And Alex? He'd only tell you 
that he didn't want to do anything big if he was secretly hoping you'd plan him a huge surprise party instead. 
But not my Neil. When he says he doesn't want a fuss, he means it. | learned that the hard way after several 
years of hurt feelings all around -- him because | forced him into socializing when he didn't want to, and me 


because he didn't appreciate all my hard work getting everyone together for his big day. 


Its really kind of wonderful and amazing that we made it this far. We teetered along for quite a while. Not 
that any of it was his fault.. He's been my rock since we first got together. It was all me. | haven't always 


been the best partner. For one thing, | have this perverse need for drama and conflict. I'm the "quiet one" in 
my family, and until | started hanging around the Pearts, | didn't know you could have a holiday dinner without 
lots of shouting and someone leaving the table in tears, so to me love and angst go hand-in-hand. For the 
longest time I'd try to pick fights just to feel some heat from him, but Neil was absolutely patient, absolutely 
kind, absolutely fucking immovable. It drove me nuts. 


So there's that, and there's also certain, ahem, golden-haired temptations who shall remain nameless, and 

there's loads of other stuff | don't have the energy to name. I've done hundreds of things over the years that 
could have scuttled us for good, but they haven't. No matter what, Neil's always been there, steady, solid, and 
full of love, even if | couldn't always feel it. And | love him, too, always have, even if I'm an idiot who can't help 


but try to smash the best thing he has going for him. 


All that is in the past, though. (At least, | hope it is.) | can't believe | resisted getting older for so long. Now 
that we're, shall we say, comfortably middle-aged, life is better than it's ever been. l'm happier than | can 
believe, and it's all because of him. He's taught me about love -- that love isn't about grand declarations, that 


it isn't all fireworks and roses. 


Its both of you being sick with the flu at the same time, and trying to take care of your partner even though 
you can barely stand, yourself. 


Its putting up with each other's dumb family traditions, even though they make you want to scream. 


Its about not worrying when the two of you are apart, because you know that they won't cheat on you -- 


and, more importantly, you know that you won't cheat on them, either. 


Its about cleaning the bathroom and going grocery shopping and putting together shitty Ikea shelves for the 
basement together. 


Its not just about being willing to die for the person you love -- it's being willing to live with them, too. That 


takes a lot more guts, at least for me. 


So that brings us to this dinner. It's Neil's birthday, and he's everything to me, so the best way | can show 
that is to go along with his stupid ideas about what makes a celebration. That doesn't mean | can't cheat a bit, 
of course. The candlelight, for instance -- that was my idea, but | can't resist seeing his handsome face in 
such a flattering light. (Of course, | hope that the light flatters me, too, and brings me to at least "acceptable," 
or, barring that, "not hideous.") The wine is, | admit, probably a better vintage than he would ever care about. | 
kind of pushed him to dress up, so we're in decent clothes rather than sweats and pajamas. And dinner? He 
wanted meatloaf. Meatloaf. Kill me. But, it's his birthday, so meatloaf it is, although it's duck and veal meatloaf 
with chèvre mashed potatoes and truffle jus purchased from a gourmet catering company downtown Damn it 
all, he's fucking special, and I'll show him that whether he likes it or not. 


| must be staring at him, because he catches my eye and looks concerned. "Is something wrong?" 


"No," | say, and | feel myself grin. "I was just thinking how weird it is." 
"How weird what is?" 

"That it's your birthday, but you gave me the gift" 

Neil cocks his head to the side, clearly confused. "Hmm?" 


| resist the urge to scream or roll my eyes. "Its you, Pratt. You're the gift. To me." He still looks a bit lost. 
"I'm happy," | say through gritted teeth, "that we're together.” 


| can see his cheeks turn pink in the flickering candlelight, and he ducks his head and pushes a chunk of meat 
around on his plate. I'm worried that maybe | did the wrong thing, killed the serenity of his moment, when he 
reaches across the table, takes my hand in his, and brings it to his lips for a kiss. 

"Hey, what do you say we go upstairs? We can clean up the dishes tomorrow morning.” 

| feel a wash of heat over my body every bit as strong as | the one | felt our first night together, nearly 40 
years ago. "That sounds great," | say, through a tight throat and dry mouth. Still holding my hand, he rises and 
pulls me up from my chair, then links his arm through mine. | blow out the candles, and we leave the dining 
room. As we climb the stairs, | lean my head against his shoulder. 

My Neil. 

My darling one. 


My husband. 


My love. 


